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Friday,  July  23  - 

We  left  Florence  at  two  o'clock  and  felt  somewhat  depressed  concerning 
the  trip  that  lay  before  us.  People  had  frightened  me  by  saying  -  "how  it  will  be 
terribly  terribly  dirty",  "it's  just  one  mass  of  tunnels"  and  "you  will  die  from  the 
heat".  Terribly  dirty  ?  Yes.  A  mass  of  tunnels,  yes.  Die  from  the  heat  ,  nonsense. 
The  ride  was  superb  !  !  !  I  don't  see  how  anything  could  be  more  beautiful.  Crossing 
the  Apennines  from  the  valley  of  the  Arno  to  the  plains  of  Lombardy  was  one  pure 
joy.  The  distance  from  Florence  to  Bologna  is  82  miles  and  we  went  through  forty 
five  tunnels.  Some  of  which  were  long  but  most  of  them  very  short  and  the  wonderful 
views  that  were  afforded  us  between  tunnels  were  glorious.  I  cannot  express  half 
of  what  I  felt.  Words  seem  so  weak.  We  would  stretch  our  heads  out  of  the 
compartment  to  exclaim  about  the  wild  scenery  of  the  Apennines  and  before  we  could 
actually  say  "oh  look"  we  were  again  in  a  tunnel.  It  was  a  constant  climb  until 
we  reached  Bologna.  About  five  o'clock  we  ate  some  delicious  cakes,  a  gift  "for  the 
gang"  from  Mrs.  Kimberly  and  Miss  Fyffe  as  we  left. 

About  6:30  at  Bologna  we  had  such  an  exciting  time  about  refreshments.  The 
train  was  late  and  that  meant  that  there  really  was  not  time  enough  to  go  and  seek 
perfectly  good  clean  food  and  sit  down  and  eat  it  like  Christian  womenfolk,  so  Mr. 
Chtpman  saved  our  lives  by  procuring  (  on  the  fly  and  with  a  fly  in,  and  some  on  ) 
some  buns,  pears,  and  some  White  Rock  water.  We  devoured  the  food  and  drank 
the  drink  as  though  they  were  our  last  hopes  of  food  and  salvation,  then  when  it 
was  all  gone  I  in  a  moment  of  absent-mindedness  threw  the  bottle  opener  out  of 
the  windows,  just  then  Mr.  Hogleton  appeared  with  a  red  hot  thirst,  the  water 
was  gone,  the  train  about  to  start  and  his  poor  tongue  cleaving  to  the  roof  of  his 
mouth . 


He  flew  out  and  appeared  instantly  with  a  bottle  .By  this  time  the  train  was 
speeding  on.  Bottle  opener  ?  Where  was  it  ?  Guilty  Eleanor  Pritchard  had  thrown 
it  out  the  compartment  window.  Each  man  dove  into  each  of  his  many  pockets  in 
search  of  some  weapon  to  use  in  this  emergency  -  but  nothing  was  forthcoming, 
absolutely  nothing.  During  this  time  poor  Mr.  "Hogel-nutty "  was  about  to  die  on 
our  hands.  Mr.  Chipman  then  seized  the  bottle  and  calmly  but  firmly  announced  that 
he  would  break  the  neck  on  the  brass  rod  outside  the  door.  He  knocked  it  gently  - 
no  result  -  knocked  again  far  from  gently  and  the  result  was  marvellous. 

There  was  a  report,  a  deluge  and  there  stood  Mr.  C  (  our  lightning  conductor  ) 
drenched  to  the  skin  but  bravely  clinging  to  a  piece  of  curved  glass  about  two  inches 
long,  all  -  absolutely  all  that  remained  of  that  bottle  of  White  Rock. 

From  Bologna  on  the  ride  was  perfectly  ideal.  It  was  just  at  that  delicious 
time  where  all  the  world  looks  best  and  it  seems  so  good  to  be  alive.  Twilight, 
dreamy  perfect  twilight.  The  plains  of  Lombardy  looked  so  interesting  in  the  glow 
and  aftermath  of  a  gorgeous  sun  set. 


